With'thoughts in prayer and watchful eyes, My seasons sent for thee to speak, And use them as they rise.'
To HIS SISTER HARRIETT. On board the ' Hermes ': December 18, 1832. I have sent you from Gibraltar, by the c Flamer' steam-packet, a parcel containing two letters to my Mother, and one inside parcel, with six letters besides, to you and Jemima, to •Axrnt, to the Archdeacon (Oxford), to the Provost, to Pope.
We left Gibraltar at 9 P.M. yesterday, and are now on the <">pen Mediterranean—the sea without a billow, and a strange contrast to the Atlantic ; and in the distance the dim shadows of snowy mountains, ranging up the Spanish coast to the N.E. -Airica out of sight.
But I must go back to give you an account of our brief visit to Gibraltar. I no longer wonder at younger persons "being carried away with travelling, and corrupted; for certainly the illusions of the world's magic can hardly be fancied while one remains at home. I never felt any pleasure or danger from the common routine of pleasures, which most persons desire and suffer from—balls, or pleasure parties, or sights— "but I think it does require strength of mind to keep the thoughts where they should be while the variety of strange sights—political, moral, and physical—are passed before the eyes, as in a tour like this. (I have just been called up to see the mountains of Grenada, which we have neared ; they are enveloped in a sheet of snow.)
"With this remark I proceed to give you some poor account of our visit to Gibraltar, the first foreign land I ever put foot on.
"We were to have obtained pratique, as it is called (I cannot learn the right meaning of the word), at 2 P.M. yesterday (Monday), but by the good offices of one of Archdeacon Froude's friends, who was afterwards our guide and host, a meeting of the Board of Health was effected in the morning, and we were allowed to land about half-past twelve. Col. Rogers, of the Artillery (the officer in question), took Archdeacon Eroude in his gig, and gave Hurrell and me horses, and off we set to the southern point of the Rock—Point Europa. Here the Rock is thrown about into a vast variety of forms with deep fissures or valleys, and most picturesque groups in consequence. It isl mind That walks with Him, Ho half unrolls His face; But whtm on common men such shadows fall, Thfly dare not muka tlwir own the gifts they find, Yot) nut all hopeless, ©ye His boundless grace.goc*H *w tramping up nwl down for more or less tho whole night. Thou in tho morning the washing of tho deck ; rush come* ua ongints-pipo on the floor—ceases, is renewed, flourishes				
